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during the long hours of that day, peep up over my
top planes, hang hours overhead, and sinking, I should
see it set in orange smouldering flames, in the bosom
of the Nile. Yes, rise over the Euphrates and set behind
the Pyramids. There seems something wonderful about
that, something which it is not easy to grip. To be
sitting in the cockpit, between the roaring engines,
with the needles of the instruments photographed again
and again on the mind, the landscape passing, ever
passing below, the sun striking his course overhead,
till nearly one twenty-fourth of the circumference of the
world we live on has slipped by. And yet it happened
quite naturally.

I shall always remember the flights up the long,
imperceptible slope to L.G. V. Although you cannot
see any vestige of hill, and the whole desert looks like
a flat table as far as the eye can see, one does very much
get the sense of climbing uphill. Then the thin faint
line of the great mud flat appears on the horizon, and
you are there. Although at L.G. Ill we had been
making 88 m.p.h. ground speed, at L.G. V we had
fallen to 74 m.p.h. The ground speed is found by
taking the times between landing grounds and referring
to a convenient table in the Red Mail Book, from
which you read the ground speed straight off. We
passed the hills of Cain and Abel, going strong, rounded
the bend, and flew through the "Kingdom of What
Wasn't/' As we were approaching L.G. XI I decided
that we would have a second breakfast of biscuits, hard-
boiled eggs, tea out of my Thermos flasks and bread and
jam sandwiches. I wrote out a menu with the Squadron
crest on top, with a note at the bottom saying that
"Messrs, Napier's orchestra will oblige/'